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the banks fresh grass has grown, where there was
only weed. The earth is no longer parched, no longer
trodden upon by the heavy boots of that invisible
army which trampled on it in the name of tradition.
New constitutions, new electorates, new moral
standards, new ideals, and new life have sprung up.
We have watched this change. We have seen the
same ladies of fashion who turned up their noses at
the mention of home-spuns replace their gorgeous
silk sarees with new ones, but the silk now comes
from Benares and Pittapuram instead of Paris and
Shanghai. The shoes of Pinet have given way to
sandals made by Indian mochees. And at the
famous shop, Swadeshi, smart girls from good Indian
families were seen behind the counter, working
voluntarily for hours every day. All this happened
in a flash, and those who could not keep pace have
been left behind. Some homes have been broken
because of the conflict of ideals between parent and
child. But out ot it has come the India I know.
So it is even for us a new country, changing every
day in outlook, in ideals. What Kipling wrote may
have been very beautiful literature, but it is now
preposterously out-of-date. And with Kipling goes
Katharine Mayo and that whole crowd of foreign
missionaries from civilised countries that have tried
to portray India to the Indians. It is time one of us
wrote about ourselves not in the orthodox style of a
pompous Victorian monologue, but rather as a